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tank vent on the starboard engine in gusts every minute
or so. I knew there must be something wrong, and
wondered if I could make Abu Suweir before I lost all
my water. I cut across south of Kantara, anxiously
watching the needle oscillating between 75 degrees and
95 degrees. I gradually turned on my little cockpit
lights, as darkness had now definitely overtaken me. It
was tempered by the mellow moonlight. The air had
the brightness of lilies, and the dimness and mystery of
deep woods. And little by little the dimness became
afire in a thousand directions, as if illumined by fairy
lamps. And I came to Abu Suweir and my engine was
still going. I could see the smoke candle burning that
they lit for me and asked my second pilot, as he knew
the place, and I had only landed there once before, what
was the best place to land on. He said, over the sheds,
but to be careful of the wire fence. So over the sheds I
glided down and made a perfect landing without a flare,
by moonlight.

I found that the starboard radiator had developed a
bad leak. Williamson, whom I met there, said he would
get it repaired for me, which was very decent of him,
considering that it was a Saturday night. So, while I
had supper and met many people I knew, the radiator
was removed, repaired in the shops and replaced. I had
taxied "Vaivode" in through the wide swinging gates
of the fence, using my Aldis lamp as a spot light.

Abu Suweir to Heliopolis. The last stage of the journey.
I was pretty tired, but I had that exalted feeling that
one gets after difficulties surmounted and the safe end
of a long journey in sight. In this state the river of
confidence runs freely. I was tremendously thrilled with
the idea of taking the Mail in at night. I taxied out of